
The Hitfme of 

F*lf. I would it were bed time, Hal, and all well. 

Tri>t. Why? thou owed God a death. 

Falf. T’isnot due yet , /would be loath topayhim before hi* 
day : what neede /bee fo forward with him that cals not on mee? 
Well.t’isno matter, honor pricks me on .-yea, but how if honor 
prteke me off when 1 comcon ? how then?can honor fet to a leg? 
no : or an arme? no:or take away thegriefe of a wound ? no:ho. 
nor hath no skill in furgery then/ no : VV hat is honour? a worde: 
wh ^ is in that word honor/what is that honour/aire : a trim rec- 
koning. Who hath it ? he that dyed a Wcdnefday : doth he fcele 
it ? no : doth he heart it/no : t'is infenfible then’yearto the dead: 
but will it not line with the huing ? no : why? detraftion will not 
fuffer it , therefore ile none of it, honour is a meere skutchion, 
and (bends my Catechifme, Exit. 

Enter Worcester and fir l\tchard Vernon. 

TVor. O no, niy nephew muft not know, fir Richard, 

The libcrall kind offer of the king. 

Ver. T’wcrcbcfthcdid. 

Wor. Then are we all vndcr one. 

It is not poffible : it cannot be, 

The king flrould keepe his word in louing vs, 

Hcwill fufpea vs dill, and finde a time 
T o puni fii this offence in other faultcs, 

Suppofition,all our liucs, fhall be flucke full of eyes. 

For treafon is but truded like the Foxe, 

Who neuerfotame.fo chcrifh t and lock’t vp, 

Will hauc a wild tricke of his anceficrs : 

Looke how we can, or fad or merrily; 

Interpretation will mifquotc our lookcs. 

And we fhall feede like oxen at a dall, 

The better cherifht, dill tbcnecrer death. 

]\lv nephewes trcfpaffc may be well forgot. 

It hath the cxcufc of youth, and heat of blood. 

And an adopted name of priuiledge, 

Ahair-braind Hotfpurgoucrncd by afplccnc: 

Allhis offences liuc vpon my head 
And onhisfathers. We didtrainehim on. 

And hi* corruption being tanc from vs. 


Henrie tht fourth. 

Wca*thefpringof all, fhall pay for all: 

Therefore good coofcn, let not Harry know, 

In any cafe the offer of the king. Enter Uotffur. 

* y u jydiuer what you wil,ile fay t’is fo. Here comes your coofen. 
not. My vncklc is return’d. 

Dcliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerland, 

Vncklc, what newes. 

yy»r. T he King will bid you battell prefcntly, 

Dtur. Defie him by the Lord of Wedmerland. 

Hot Lord Douglas, go you and tell him fo. 

Dong. Marry and fhall, and very willingly. Exit Doug, 
mr. There is no feeming mercy in the king. 

Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. 

H'or, / told him gently of our grieuances, 

Of his oath-breaking, which he mended thus. 

By now forfwearing that he is forfwome, 

He calls vs rebels, traitors, and will feourge 

With hawtie armes, this hatefull name in vs. Enter Dong. 

Dong. Arme, gentlemen, to armestfor I haue thrownc 
A braue defiance in king Henries teeth. 

And Weftmetland that wasingag’d did bearc it, 

Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly on. 

JVor. The Prince of Wales flcpt forth before the king. 

And, nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. 

Hot. O, would the quarrel! lay vpon our heads, 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 

But I and Harry Monmouth:tell me, tell me. 

How fhewd his talking ? feemd it in contempt? 

Ver. No, by myfoule, 1 neucr in my life 
Did hearea challenge vrg’d mere modeftly, 
Vnleffeabrotherflioulda brother dare 
To gentle excrcife and proofe of Armes. 

He gaue you all the duties of a man, 

Trim’d vp your prayfes with a Princely tongue, 

Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle, 

Making you euer better then his praife. 

By (fill difpraifing praife, valued with you: 

And which became him like a Prince indeed. 
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